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Author's Notes: 

This is the first time I've published one of my stories here, so, hello! | know the first chapter is really long, 
but I'd recommend you to read it to understand some things in the following chapters. Hope you guys like it! 
This is the first time | write a fanfiction with Robert Plant as the main character, so, its really important for 


me. 


1969 


Hipólita's fingers dug in the ground as tears streamed down her cheeks, her round eyes were fixated in the 
city above her, covered by dark clouds of a rainy morning, the cold breeze hit against her face and shivers 
ran down her spine, she smiled weakly and caressed the ground. 

"| will come back," She assured. She never had her heart broken before, but she thought it might feel the 
same, she felt like a part of her was being ripped off of her forcefully and she couldn't do anything to stop it. 
She loved that city dearly; she fell in love with it and her heart belonged to it. The valley of concrete that 
made her feel like a feather in the wind. "I always come back" 


"Hipdlita," The brunette heard her brother approaching her from behind, if her hands weren't busy being in 


contact with the ground, she would have wiped her tears away from her cheeks. "Come on, what are you 
doing? It's time to go," Her heart ached and she closed her eyes tightly, sighing. "Mom and dad are already 
waiting for us in the car." 

"lm planting dandelions," She smiled at him from above her shoulder, hoping he would ignore the fresh tears on 
her cheeks. "It's almost done." 

"Alright," He replied and stood there, watching his sister intently, he knew what was going on through her head 
in that moment, he knew how she felt, and he wasn't doing a great job in trying to change it or at least trying 
to cheer her up a little, he didn't know how. "l.m going to wait in the car, too." Hipdlita finished planting the 
dandelions and stood up, giving a last glance to the city from her backyard before entering the Victorian house. 


Linda was holding Celeste in her arms when she saw Hipdlita walk in from the backyard, they both smiled and 
Hipólita could tell Linda was crying, too. The past goodbyes weren't like this one, as much as she tried to 
convince herself, she knew she wouldn't come back anytime soon and she had to leave a part of her behind, 
including Linda, that sweet old woman who raised the three siblings by herself while their parents were away. 
Hipólita approached her smiling and opened her arms to give her a warm hug; Linda returned it carefully with 
a single arm while still holding the toddler against her with the other. 

"Next time you're coming with us." 

"Next time?" Linda smiled at Hipdlita although the sadness in her eyes was noticeable. "Oh, dear..l'd love to 
believe there will be a next time..but I'm too old now," The woman giggled. "And my duty is to take care of this 
home, as long as my heart continues beating." 

"Don't say that. We'll come back for you," The brunette nodded, trying to convince the old lady, but her 
expression didn't change, she put a hand to the girl's cheek and caressed it. 

"You will do great, | know you will," Linda smiled into her eyes and hugged her once again. "I've got a feeling, a 
feeling that your future will be brilliant and the same goes with Marcelo and Celeste." 

"And you'll be there to see it," Linda hesitated before replying, but she smiled and nodded slowly. 

"| will” 

Linda led Hipdlita to the front door and they stepped outside, she sighed and made her way to the Rolls Royce 
where the rest of the family was waiting inside, she opened the door and let Linda bent down to place Celeste 
in her mother's lap first before getting in, her mother smiled at Linda and mouthed ‘Thank You' as she closed 
the car door. 

"Well," Her father began, adjusting his glasses. "We're ready to go." 

And the last thing Hipólita saw as they drove off was Doña Linda waving goodbye in the distance. 


"You're going to love England," Her mother tried to cheer her up, but Hipdlita wouldn't listen, she looked out of 
the window with watery eyes. "I know you will like London, besides, you're going to Cambridge in September! To 
be honest, | never thought they would admit you there," The woman giggled, adjusting the sunglasses that 
were bigger than her face. "| guess they don't mind that you got expelled from the University for pouring acid 
on the water." 

She would miss Caracas, she would miss waking up early to head to her University, she would miss driving her 
Impala, she would miss watching the pink sunsets from her backyard or her window, she would miss going on 
vacation with Doña Linda around Venezuela, she would miss hanging out with Emmanuelle and Sophie, she would 
miss escaping from home to go to Altamira and dance with the flower children to the Stones or Pink Floyd or 


any other band that her mother considered the ‘devil's music’, she would miss sitting around in Sabana Grande 


and draw random people's faces, she would miss the life she built up there and places such as London wouldn't 
change that. She wished her mother had another job, a simpler job, why couldn't she be a waitress? Or a 
teacher? Or an artist? Why couldn't she be a psychiatrist like dad? No, Marianne Cohen was an ambassadress, 
and she decided to drag Hipolita and Marcelo to her next diplomatic mission, even when they were old enough 
to make their own decisions. 

"And you will have the chance to see those bands you and your brother like," Her dad assured her with a 
smile, placing a hand on her shoulder as she looked at him. "They always play in London, right, Marcelo?" 
Marcelo turned his head to look at him and nodded slightly as a response, Hipdlita noticed how her mother's 
jaw tensed as she gave a look to her husband through the enormous sunglasses, this made her laugh a little. 
"That bunch of drug addicts," Marianne mumbled, shaking her head. 

"Simon and Garfunkel aren't a bunch of drug addicts!" Her daughter protested, frowning. 

"Do we have to remind you that you allowed to name your youngest child after a song by Donovan?" Marcelo 
teased, nudging her mother's arm gently as he tried to not laugh at her reaction 

"Mischa," Marianne called for her husband's attention. "Control your children" 

"Lita, Marcelo, stop bugging your mother out," The bearded man said in a serious tone, but he was holding 
back laughter as well, Hipdlita leaned her head on her father's shoulder and he surrounded her shoulders with 
his arm, kissing the top of her head, his beard tickled her forehead and she laughed, it reminded her when he 
used to take her to the park near their home in Caracas when she was little, she would always fall down and 
hurt her knees and he would kiss the top of her head or her cheeks and she would stop crying because his 
beard tickled her skin, it still worked, even when she didn't hurt her knees at the park anymore. 

“The thing is," Marianne began, after taking a deep breath. "We're going to be all together now, like a real 
family." 


Hipólita was having a hard time getting used to London, Marcelo found job, Celeste spent most of the time in 
the crèche while their parents were busy with their respective positions and Hipólita barely left home, -which 
was too big for the five of them-, her mother took her shopping to Carnaby Street once and she allowed her 
to hang some posters in her room, Marianne was a lot more accessible but her daughter was completely the 
opposite and it was the first time her family saw her so..upset. 

"She's still upset because she felt forced to leave Venezuela," Mr. Cohen often explained to his wife in an 
attempt to calm her down. "She's nineteen and she thinks she's old enough to do what she wants. It will pass. 
She will feel better when she realizes how ‘groovy’ London is and that she's going to Cambridge. Not everyone 


goes to Cambridge, well, not everyone that drugs the hell out of people around their campus." 


It was a sunny day, the first sunny day the brunette witnessed since she arrived to London, it was a perfect 
day to sit around in their garden and find some inspiration to draw and maybe paint a little, when she was 
about to begin with her next ‘masterpiece’ Marcelo screamed her name as he ran toward her, her eyes 
widened as she got up as fast as she could. 

"Marcelo! Are you alright?" She grabbed him by his shoulders when he stopped in front of her; she studied his 
euphoric expression and slowly set him free from her grip. 

"I aml" He replied with a shaky grin on his face. "Look at this!" He held a flyer in front of her; she tilted her 
head as she read it. It was a flyer announcing a gig of a band called Blind Faith, it would take place in Hyde Park 
that day and it was completely free. "Eric Clapton, Ginger Baker, Steve Winwood, Rich Grech..!" Her big brother 
exclaimed with the euphoria of thousands screaming girls. "They're playing today and we need to gol Blind Faith 


is their new group and this is the first gig, we can't miss it" 

Hipdlita understood his reaction, Eric Clapton and Ginger Baker were his biggest idols and that would be his first 
chance to see them play live, she imagined how it would be and a wide grin spread across her face, a gig was 
what she needed then. 

"What are we waiting for? Lets get ready!" She dragged him inside the house and they headed upstairs, 
Hipdlita kicked off her shoes -screw it! It was a gig in a park, she would walk barefoot- and put her favourite 
shawl on before walking out of her room; Marcelo was waiting for her in the hall, shaking with pure 
excitement. 

"Ready?" He asked impatiently. 

"Ready!" 

They ran down the spiral staircases, getting dizzy when they bumped into Mischa, who was staring at them 
expectantly. 

"Dadl" Hipólita smiled at him, drawing back. "I didn't know you were here." 

"Yeah, uh.." Marcelo laughed nervously. "Me neither." 

"Where are my children heading to?" The man asked, adjusting his glasses and stroking his beard, still staring 
at them expectantly. "Did | hear something about a gig?" Marcelo nodded, gulping. 

"Blind Faith are playing in Hyde Park," He explained. "And we're going, because you are a groovy dad who likes 
Eric Clapton as much as we do and we have your permission to go," Mischa chuckled and shrugged. 

"Well, who am | to stop you from going to see God play?" Hipdlita and Marcelo hugged him in response, 
screaming excitedly. "But..." 

"But..?" The siblings broke the hug and drew back, looking at Mischa intently as he smiled warmly. 

"Celeste is going with you two as well, His smile grew wider as he patted Marcelo's shoulder, a gig wasn't a 
place for a three year-old, but Mischa knew they wouldn't take any illegal substance if Celeste was with them, 
Marcelo looked at Hipólita and she bit her bottom lip, nodding at her dad. "That's what | thought. Now go for 
her, she's taking a nap," She headed upstairs again and walked into Celeste's pink room, she was playing with 
her toys on the floor as she hummed, she still looked a bit sleepy. 

"Hey there, little princess," Celeste looked up at her sister as she picked her up. "You're three years old and 
you're about to go to a rock gig, I'm so jealous of you," Hipdlita giggled and Celeste stared at her, confused. 
"Rock gig?" 

"You'll see," The big sister rushed out of the room with Celeste in her arms and out of the house with 
Marcelo following them hurriedly. 


"lim not going," The drummer folded his arms against his chest as he took a seat behind his beloved drum kit. 

‘I'm staying. Have fun in Hyde Park." 

"Eric is your friend," His best friend reminded him, frowning. "He invited you. He's hoping to see you there, are 
you going to do that to him, John?" 

"Its not about Eric, Robert," John huffed and folded his arms tighter against his chest, looking like a hurt little 
kid. "It's that Ginger Baker twat, | don't like him." 

"And he doesn't like you, but what can you do?" The guitarist leaned against the wall, pushing some dark locks 

out of his face. "Ignore him and enjoy the music. Now get up and come with us." 

"Come on, Bonzo," Robert smiled as he gestured at him to get up. "Don't make me drag you around” 


"Shut up," John laughed and got up, they walked out of the studio and found John Paul Jones smoking a 


cigarette as he walked in circles aimlessly, the bassist lifted his gaze and looked at his three bandmates, 
beaming. 

"About time!" He laughed. "I was starting to get bored." 

"We managed to convince the big bear," Jimmy shrugged and smiled slightly, he stood in the border of the 
sidewalk and hailed a cab while whistling. 

Led Zeppelin barely had time to go to gigs of their fellow colleagues, despite being a new band, they were busy 
recording and touring, they didn't have time for themselves, that day though they decided to make things 
different, the would be back on the road the next day, having a couple of hours for themselves wouldn't hurt, 
right? Besides, it's been a long time since they have been part of a crowd. As soon as Eric found out they 
were in London, he gave them a call immediately, and it was so tempting the three of them said yes without 
thinking twice, on their way there, John thought about it and he told to himself it wouldn't be so bad..Eric, 


Steve and Rich and even Ginger were fantastic musicians, it was all about the music, it couldn't go wrong. 


The atmosphere in Hyde Park was beautiful, that's what Hipolita thought when her feet made contact with the 
grass, they could hear the music from the distance and they hurried the stroll, Marcelo had Celeste sitting on 
his shoulders and he held her tight as they ran towards the big crowd, Hipdlita's pulse was racing fast as they 
mixed with the people around, they were beautiful, they all were beautiful and in that moment she was part of 
them, somehow she felt it like home and her heart stopped aching. She had to follow the music; she needed to 
listen to it closer. 

"Where are you going, Lita?" Celeste asked as her little hands surrounded part of his brother's head. 

"To the stage." 

"Wait, what?" Marcelo followed her until he lost her in between the people dancing to Clapton's electric guitar. 
She felt alive, oh so alive. 

As she sauntered closer to the stage the music got louder in her ears and she was dancing around, often 
invited by strangers whom became a part of her as their moves blended into one. A blonde girl with gentle 
eyes and daisies in her hair approached her with a tambourine in her left hand, she handed it to her after 
pressing a soft kiss to her lips, which Hipdlita reciprocated with a smile and she continued moving her hips and 
slamming her hand against the tambourine, her dark hair falling over her face as the music invaded every 


single corner of her body. 


Robert was sitting next to Bonzo on the grass while Jimmy and Jonesy wandered around near the stage; 
Robert was sharing a cigarette with Bonzo as their eyes focused on the performance. 

"Man, | wish | could give Pat a call so she could listen," Bonzo said, turning to look at the blond haired man. "She 
would have loved it," Robert then thought of Maureen, she would have loved to be there as well. "She's 
probably listening to it on the radio." 

"| don't doubt it," His friend replied, smiling slightly before taking a drag from his cigarette. "Do you miss her?" 
"Who? Pat or Maureen?" The drummer teased, chuckling. 

"Pat, you idiot!" 

"Of course | miss her," He looked at him intently before returning his gaze to the stage. "I'm counting the days 
to be around her again. Do you miss Maureen?" Robert parted his mouth to answer but a man in white suit 
and dark shades surprised them from behind. 

"Well, if it isn't Led Zeppelin!" The man greeted them, running a hand through his dark messy hair. 

"Donovan!" Robert beamed and got up to give him a solid handshake, Bonzo did the same. "I didn't know you 


were around." 

"No one did," Donovan grinned shyly. "I thought you were on the road" 

"We start tomorrow," The drummer informed him. 

"You'll do it great, lads, | know you will," The singer nodded and gave them a warm smile. They began a small 
chat about music and the performance he gave earlier, no one was expecting it. "But people loved it.. or at 
least they seemed to," He chuckled. 

"Too bad we arrived late for that," Robert lifted his eyebrows and handed the cigarette to Bonzo. "Next time, | 
promise." 

"You always say that, Plant, you always-" Donovan's jaw dropped and his cheeks turned deep red, Robert tilted 
his head and looked at him intently. 

"You alright there, mate?" 

"Oh, god.." He looked down, holding his sunglasses. "Look at your right, Robert," He muttered before walking 
away. 

"What's on my right?" 

And he saw her, he saw her in the distance and suddenly everything seemed to move in slow motion, the way 
her hair waved around, the way her body responded to the music and the expression of joy in her face made 
his heart stop as his blue eyes widened. She looked like one of those girls from San Francisco, was she one of 
them? He needed to know. 

"Oh, man." Bonzo said softly, knowing what was going on in his friend's mind. "Is it the brunette dancing with 
the tambourine?" 

"Yes," He responded, his eyes still following every move she made. "She's... 

"She's what, Robert?" 

"She's electric," He managed to say after a while, a smile slowly drawing on his lips. She stopped dancing and 


looked around, Robert's face turned pale when she set her dark eyes on him and smiled sweetly. 


TWO 


Someone was spying her dance, her body stopped almost automatically as she surrounded the crowd with her 
gaze, she finally spotted the spectator, he looked like he just fell off of a Tolkien novel and landed in Hyde Park: 
well-formed golden curls, thick eyebrows, eyes as blue as the sky, strong facial features and tall like a 
skyscraper. He was unbelievably beautiful and he was smiling at her, well, at her direction, Hipólita didn't 
hesitate in smiling back at him and as she did she felt goose bumps tickling her arms and spine, she laughed at 
the odd sensation and gestured at him to join her, Robert blushed deep red and glanced at the bearded man 
next to him. 

"What?" Bonzo looked at him. "Are you going to leave her waiting?" 

"But..." 

"Just go!" 

Robert clumsily made his way toward the brunette with fire on her eyes, the distant between them was quite 
long but he made it vanish within a matter of seconds, she smiled widely and she hit the tambourine over 
their heads, he looked like the kind of guy who would either dance in the crowd or sit around and enjoy the 
music silently, but he was embarrassed that his dance moves would scare her away, this thought never 
crossed his mind when he was on stage. 

"Hey there," She greeted him. "Do you have a stick for a vertebral column or what?" She said jokingly, Robert 
laughed and shook his head. 

"Why do you say that?" 

"Because you won't movel!" 

"Do you promise to not laugh?" 

"Hm," She grinned. "Why would 1?" She held his hand and twirled him around in a funny fashion as they laughed; 
she almost fell because he was a bit taller than her. "I won't laugh, | promise," He began dancing like he would 
if he was on stage in front of a big audience and their heads almost crashed together, his blonde curls tangled 


around loose locks of her dark thick hair. 


Jimmy stood next to Bonzo with a pair of ray-bans framing his pale face and absently watched the pair dance. 
"Percy made a new little friend?" The guitarist asked. 

"Seems like it," They both chuckled and Bonzo shook his head. "Come on, let's go for a beer," He patted Jimmy's 
back. "Where's Jones, though?" 

"Somewhere," He simply said. "Let's go find him, maybe he's in the mood for a beer as well," Bonzo looked at 


Robert and Hipdlita with a smile before walking away with the long haired guitarist. 


They sat down when their feet were sore from all the dancing; Robert plopped down on the grass and smiled 
up at Hipólita. 

"Are you going to tell me your name or are you one of those girls who prefer to keep it secret?" He asked, 
folding his arms against his chest, she looked at him and lifted an eyebrow. 

"| never keep it secret,” She laughed. "It's Hipdlita" 

"Hipólita?" The name sounded familiar to him, it made click into his head seconds later. Greek mythology. "Like 
the goddess?" 

"I think so," The girl nodded, biting her bottom lip to hide a smile. The way he pronounced her name was so odd 


and new to her, he gave it a different ring to it. "What about you? Whats your name?" 

"Robert," He smiled. "It isn't as fabulous as yours," Hipdlita laughed, holding her stomach. 

"Robert is a fabulous name and so is the Spanish form of it: Roberto." 

"I might change it to Roberto," He said jokingly and she laughed again. Blind Faith began playing their cover of 
Under My Thumb by The Rolling Stones and they centered their attention on the stage for a bit, but Hipólita 
often glanced at Robert as she played with the ends of her hair, he caught her glancing at him and she lost 
her chance to break the eye contact rapidly, she held his gaze as he stared into her eyes and he felt the 
strange need to put a hand to her cheek, but he held back. 

"Where did you come from?" He asked as he tilted his head, her accent sounded foreign, really far away from 
the Anglosphere. 

"Venezuela," His brows lifted. 

"Really far away, indeed," Hipólita nodded, smiling slighty. "May | ask what brings you here?" 

"My mom's job and university,” She shrugged, she really didn't want to talk about it because it would bring 
that awful feeling inside her chest again, so she spoke as quick as she could before he could make more 
questions. "Where did you come from? You don't have that posh londonish accent.” 

"Oh, | thought | did," He frowned, trying to look hurt by her words but ended up laughing. "Well, that's because 
| come from the Black Country, you know, that area near Birmingham and Wolverhampton. I'm down here in 
London with my band working on some material before we hit the road" 

"Not the big deal," Hipólita said with a hint of sarcasm in her voice. So.. he was a musician, she always found 
musicians so charming..and Robert wasn't the exception, she wondered if he was like that all the time or only 
when he was in front of a girl. Robert then heard a familiar whistle over the music as he sat up, Hipólita 
followed Robert's gaze with hers and she saw a lanky black haired man with shades flailing his arms in the air 
as if trying to call for the blond man's attention. Robert sighed and turned to look at her, licking his bottom lip. 
If he didn't act quickly that was going to be the last time he would see her and the last thing he wanted in 
that exact moment was trying to cope with that idea 

"Listen, | think my mates need me," He bit his bottom lip. "But, uh..you know, | will be back in London in soon, 
actually, really soon..the loth, | believe," He smiled shakily. "We'll play at the Aeolian Hall around seven o'clock, if 
| invite you, would you come to see us?" He held his breath, waiting for her answer, she slowly smiled widely 
as she nodded eagerly and he thought his heart would jump off of his chest. 

"I'd be there," She assured him, he leaned in and pressed a soft kiss to her cheek and smiled against it before 
mumbling: 

"See you there, then," And he got up and smiled down at her before he walked away in between of the flower 
children sitting on the grass, leaving her there with a big smile on her lips and her fingertips caressed that 
spot of her cheek where he pressed his lips to. 


The days passed slowly, but she tried to not lose her mind, she focused on her drawing and gardening, her 
mother found a housekeeper and a nanny for Celeste, so her days on the créche were over; her mother 
preferred having her indoors and Hipdlita didn't bother in asking her why. Meanwhile Robert met with his wife 
Maureen and their little daughter Carmen in Birmingham, it helped him ease his mind about Hipólita, he was 
confused about having her in his mind for too long and he couldn't stop wondering if she was thinking about 


him as well. 


She slid inside her short black dress and put her black boots on and her turquoise jewelry, her hair looked 
messy enough just like she loved wearing it and tried wearing eyeliner for the first time. 

"You look decent,” She spoke to her reflection in the mirror and shifted, looking at her outfit up and down, 
everything seemed to be in order. The brunette headed downstairs and for her luck, their driver was outside, 
she asked him to take her to the Aeolian Hall and he accepted, at least she didn't have to give any damn 
explanation to him. 

"Well, we are here," They parked in front of the venue. "Do you want me to pick you up?" 

She thought for a second. 

"I think | can make it home by myself," She smiled at him. "Thank you, Albert! And if my mother or my father 
come home early, tell them | went to Carnaby Street," The old man nodded. 

"Will do, Miss Cohen," She got out of the car and closed the door behind her before approaching the hall, there 
were people on the queue already moving to enter the hall and it hit her: she didn't have tickets, she followed 
the queue to the entrance, hoping to buy them in the gate but they were sold out. 

Remember Robert invited you, maybe he wrote your name down on a list.or maybe he forgot. She thought as 
she sighed, she found herself walking in circles outside the Aeolian, the tip of her boots kicking the ground. 
Think, think, think, think. 

She surrounded the place, maybe she could sneak in backstage and meet him there, she found the door that 
would lead her backstage and knocked on it twice. A tall, muscular guy with a prominent beard opened it and 
gave her a skeptical look. 

"Who are you?" He asked in a heavy voice, Hipdlita gulped. 

‘lm here for the show," She told him. "Robert invited me," The man narrowed his eyes at him and leaned 
against the doorway. 

"| didn't ask you that, love." 

"lm Hipdlita, go tell him I'm here if you don't believe me," She folded her arms. "Tell him, I'll wait here 
patiently.” 

"What's happening, Richard?" Bonzo approached the door stood behind him and looked over Richard's shoulder. 
She squinted at him, wasn't he in Hyde Park with Robert as well? 

"This bird says Robert's invited her to come over tonight," He explained, Bonzo slowly pushed him aside to 
examine Hipdlita's face. 

"Robert thought you wouldn't come," He told her and gestured at her to come in, how did he know about it? 
Well, he must have seen her in Hyde Park and Robert probably told him she was the girl he invited, Hipdlita 
passed by Richard and gave him a friendly smile as he rolled his eyes. 

"Thank you for that," She told Bonzo as she hurried behind him. 

"No problem, girl," He glanced at her. "I'm serious, though, he thought you wouldn't come, lets say he was 
losing all his hopes," the drummer laughed hoarsely. "I had to keep telling him that you would show up." 

"But the gig hasn't started! I'm not late, am |?" 

"You aren't late, he just got nervous," They went through roadies running here and there, journalists and a 
bunch of random looking people until they got to Robert, he was lying on a couch with a monkey on his 
shoulder, the monkey messed with his curls as Robert scratched the animal's head. 

"Robert!" She called out, Robert's eyes widened as he heard her voice and instantly sat up, the monkey didn't 
move from his spot on the blond's shoulder. 

"Heyl" He got up and walked toward her, he was beaming so wide his dimples began to show up. "I, uh, | thought 


you wouldn't..." 


"Yeah, you thought | wouldn't come," She eyed Bonzo as she said that and smiled at him. "I'm here now, though. 
Who's the little guy?" 

"Some fellow brought him here," Bonzo shrugged as he spoke. "Robert grew fond of him and now it's our pet" 
Robert laughed and shook his head, looking at her. 

"Don't mind him. Our manager would kill us if we keep him," Bonzo held the monkey in his arms and moved 
away. 

"So, you made it," Robert smiled. "Do you want a drink?" 

"No, I'm fine..maybe after the show," She smiled back. 

“Speaking of the show, | got you a special seat," hipdlita lifted her eyebrows and smiled. 

"You really did?" 

"Not everyone gets to see one of our shows on top of Jimmy's amplifier, love," He laughed. 

‘Is that safe for my ears?" She asked jokingly. 

"Probably not," He admitted with a crooked smile. "But it's worth it. Would you mind going for a walk before the 
show starts? We've got plenty time, around thirty minutes, so.." Hipólita smiled at him and began to walk 
towards the door; Robert hurried to get by her side and opened the door for her. 

"Thank you, gentleman," She giggled as she stepped outside. 


Robert was happy to have her around again, but he didn't know how to let her know that, hell, he didn't even 
know if he was allowed to. They walked down the street in silence, Hipólita played with the hem of her dress, 
she wondered why all of sudden her company got so quiet, she eyed him and he was walking with his hands 
shoved on his pockets, biting his bottom lip as if he was trying to stop himself from talking. 

"Uh, it's getting cold, right?" He smiled a little, looking over at her. "I mean, it's weird, because it's summer." 
"Its London," She shrugged. "Doesn't it remain a little bit cold despise being summer?" He chuckled and nodded. 
"Yeah, you're right...” He turned his head to his left and made a face, if he could have punched himself on the 
face in that moment he would have done it. They continued walking and Robert recognized in which area of the 
city they were and his face lit up, they were close that favourite spot of his in London, where he reread ‘The 
Lord of The Rings' after a long day in the studio, it was a small garden behind a bookshop, green and beautiful 
in the warm breeze of summer -in the cold breeze of summer, was their case- "I'm about to show you my 
favourite place of the whole city," The bookshop came on their view and he reached for her hand, she put her 
hand on his and Robert's body relaxed as his fingers intertwined with hers, he was gaining confidence. 

‘Lead the way!" She beamed. 

For their luck, the bookshop was still open, Robert dragged her in and her mind was blown Hipdlita had never 
seen anything like it before, the bookshop was small but every wall on it was packed with books, even the wall 
behind the counter and the light was so dim it gave her the sensation she was inside a story, the place 
smelled like fresh wood and yellow pages from old books. 

"Where are the history books?" She asked him before he continued the stroll through the shop; Robert 
hummed as he tried to remember, and then jumped slightly. 

"This way," He led her trough a narrow aisle and she thought the books would fall on them if she grabbed one; 
she dragged her index finger along the book spines and one in particular caught her attention, it was the 
biggest one in the row, she carefully grabbed it and her knuckles knocked on the hardcover. "Do you like the 
early history of England?" 

"Uh-huh," She nodded. "I'm majoring in history, actually," His eyes widened and a silly smile crossed his lips. 
"Really?" He said out loud without measuring the emotion in his voice, Hipdlita gave him a funny look that made 


him blush furiously. "| mean, really..? | love history." 

"Really?" She mocked his tone and nudged him gently afterwards as he laughed. 

"Ah, are you going to tease with that now?" 

"I will probably tease you with that until the end of times," She laughed and opened the book 

"Lets go outside, where we can take a better look of it." 

"Outside?" She looked at him curiously. 

"This bookshop's got a garden in the back, let me show you," He put a hand on her shoulder and they went 
outside, the garden had an enormous oak tree standing in the middle of it, they both sat down under the tree 
and Hipólita set the big book down in the green grass, opening it carefully and reading the first page, it was 
written in old English so it was sort of hard for her to read, Robert caught her squinting and making weird 
faces at the page, which amused him. 

"Do you want me to read it for you?" He asked smoothly, Hipdlita looked at him and shook her head slowly. 
"Wouldn't it be the same?" She laughed "Trust me, | can" 

"Your face tells differently, though." 

"Oh, stop," She covered her face with her hand and a big part of her hair. He chuckled and poked her arm. 
"Am | seriously being deprived of that beautiful face of yours?" She felt how the red of her cheeks bloomed 
under the touch of her hand and the butterflies put her guts in a twist, her giggles encouraged him to lean in 
as his hands trembled, God, he felt like he was fifteen again. "Am |?" 

"Maybe." 

"I won't take ‘maybe' as answer, love." 

She peeked at him through her fingers and slowly smiled before placing her other hand over her face. 

"Let's say you are, yeah, you are. What can you do about it?" 

"Well," His hands hovered over hers and he inhaled softly. "I can do this," He removed her hands off of her 
face delicately, his blue eyes melted into her dark ones and his chest shook, he ran his thumb over her cheek 
and her eyes closed, they were so close to his..those sweet lips he ached to kiss since the very first moment 
she smiled at him. 

And with a final sigh that escaped from his mouth, he gently pressed their lips together as his hands cupped 
her face while hers cradled the back of his head. 


